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INTERIOR 



Words curl like fragrant smoke-wreaths in the room 

From the majestic beard of an old man 

Who props his shabby feet upon the stove 

Recalling ancient sorrows. In the gloom 

Beyond the lamp a woman thinks of love, 

Her round arms wrapped in her apron, her dark head 

Drooping. She has a bitter thing to learn. 

His words drift over her . . . uncomforted 

Her pain whirls up and twists like a scarlet thread 

Among his words. He rises, shoves his chair 

Back from the stove, pauses beside her there; 

Shuffles irresolutely off to bed. 

CUBIST PORTRAIT 

She is purposeless as a cyclone; she must move 
Either by chance or in a predestined groove, 
Following a whim not her own, unable to shape 
Her course. From chance or God even she cannot escape ! 

Think of a cyclone sitting far-off with its head in its hands, 
Motionless, drearily longing for distant lands 
Where every lonely hurricane may at last discover 
Its own transcendent, implacable, indestructible lover! 

What is a cyclone? Only thin air moving fast 

From here to yonder, to become silent emptiness at last. 
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